The Twins, your brothers, through the spring in
splendour
ascendant and in their conjunction move,
teaching that under leaves you must surrender
your soul and body to the bonds of love.
But all in vain*   For nonchalant, untender,
you by the flame love has not kindled prove
that she, of youth and time a reckless spender,
to chill December May time can remove*
You are unworthy of your heavenly kin,
those luminous  givers,   those rich,  those  thus
attended
with love and grace, while you, like some cold
jewel,
by mere refusal against Venus sin
and her bright son,   O let the farce be ended,
and change your name to something fit and cruel.